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And she resumed her merry, mocking smile,
Though tear-drops on the glistening lashes hung.
O woman ! thou wert fashioned to beguile : So have all sages said, all poets sung.
She spoke of favouring winds and waiting ships,
With smiles of gratulation on her lips !
And then she looked and faltered : I had grown
So suddenly in. life and soul a man : She moved her lips, but could not find a tone
To set her mocking music to ; began" One struggle for dominion, raised her eyes, And straight withdrew them, bashful through surprise.
The colour over cheek and bosom flushed ;
I might have heard the beating of her heart, But that mine own beat louder; when she blushed,
The hand within mine own I felt to start, But would not change my pitiless decree To strive with her for might arid mastery.
She looked again, as one that, half afraid, Would fain be certain of a doubtful thing ;
Or one beseeching f Do not me upbraid !' And then she trembled like the fluttering
Of timid little birds, and silent stood,
No smile wherewith to mock my hardihood.